30            STRAY BIRDS
115
THE power that boasts of its mischiefs is laughed at by the yellow leaves that fall, and clouds that pass by.
116
THE earth hums to me to-day in the sun, like a woman at her spinning, some ballad of the ancient time in a forgotten tongue.
117
THE grass-blade is worthy of the great world where it grows.
118
DREAM is a wife who must talk. Sleep  is  a   husband   who   silently suffers.